The city in the work of Miquel Navarro by Piera, Josep
T H E  CITY I N T H E  W O R K  
O F  M I Q U E L  N A V A R R O  
SEEN FROM THE AIR, ALWAYS IN MINIATURE, MIQUEL 
NAVARRO'S PRESENT CITY IS A COMPLEX OBJECTUAL, URBAN 
METAPHOR OF OUR TIME. 
J O S E P  P l E R A  A U T H O R  
t fint, Miquel Navarro (b. Mislata, 
1945) was, like a playful young 
god on his private Olyrnpus, a 
builder 6f rnarvellous little cities. So his first 
great work was the city (La ciudad,. 1 974). 
It was the rnythical city, primordial and 
labyrinthine, with perfect figures such as 
the pyrarnids, rnade of baked clay. The 
Arabs spoke of the "City of clay" when 
referring to Valencia, Miquel Navarro's 
birthplace. 
In the seventies, while the city of Valencia 
was growing, rnaddened and mediocre, 
occupying and destroying the horta, the 
agricultural land farnous in European 
rnarkets and rnagnificent in the music of 
the ancient venes, a group of people like 
Miquel Navarro and others (Arnadeu Fa- 
bregat, Pep Laguarda, Ventura-Melia, 
Rafa Gassent, Josep Dornenech ...) searched it 
for an aestheticisrn which was rooted, yet 
rnodem, penonal and renovatory. Out of 
those youths -there were novelists, 
singen, rnusicians, adors, poets, film-rna- 
ken-  the sculptor rnade his own art 
frorn the iconography of certain rituals 
(Bou embolat 1979) or elernents (Figa 
palera 1979) which were loaded with 
popular and syrnbolic paganisrn or eroti- 
cisrn; in the sarne way as othen created 
stories, songs, rnelodies, gestures, poerns, 
filrns. 
At that time, in a catalogue for an exhi- 
bition by Miquel Navarro (Galería 
Vandrés, Madrid), Joan-A. Toledo wrote 
that sculpture is culture for Miquel Nava- 
rro and what sort of culture it is: "More 
than a culture of the coast, a culture of the 
rnargins -though not marginal-. More 
than an abstract Mediterraneanisrn, of the 
sea-shore, it is founded in rnud, on a sunny 
river-bank. In this case, banks ioined 
to an Arab legacy, 'Moorish'. lrrigation 
ditches. Fertile land." Perhaps it is true 
that then Miquel Navarro felt, lived the 
city with the touch and the eyes of a child 
who rnarvels at the constant growth of 
that urban giant that devoured al1 his 
favourite rnernories, the land and the wa- 
ter, the happy biography of childhood, 
the writing of life. 
And so, as his city (of Moorish clay, of 
medieval or baroque pottery) died, and 
another one expanded, vulgar or rnean, 
he turned his into a handy, private, inti- 
mate, penonal toy, a secret pleasure he 
could shut in its own roorn. In this way, 
playing around with the pieces of a pri- 
vate world, of a world which, being lost, 
could only be his, strictly interior and bio- 
graphical, like a warrn ghost frorn the 
past, he dreamed up new penpectives, 
cornpletely original, of unusual rniniature 
cities. 
And international success arrived. 
After ten years, after nurnerous individual 
or group exhibitions around the world 
(Valencia, Barcelona, Madrid, Berlin, 
New York, Bologna, London ...), after hav- 
ing exhibited in such prestigious forurns as 
the Guggenheirn in New York or the Bie- 
nal of Venice, that old city becornes the 
new city (La Ciutat 84-85),. irnrnense, 
chaotic, aluminiurn, steel, cold, with sky- 
scrapers, industries and rubbish. Sculpted, 
though, as if seen frorn the air, always in 
rniniature, Miquel Navarro's new city is, 
more than a toy of surprisingly simple 
architectures, a complex obiectual, urban 
rnetaphor of our time. 
"The city is the great cultural and histori- 
cal synthesis of rnan", said the sculptor in a 
recent interview with Rafa Marí (Papers, 
Feb. 1987). Certainly, this is not only an 
intellectual truth, but possibly the definition 
that he hirnself provides of his work. An 
evolving synthesis that goes frorn clay to 
zinc, frorn the pyrarnid to the sky-scraper, 
frorn child to adult, frorn past to present, 
frorn the prirnitive to the post-rnodern. 
Later, afterwards, now, right now, Miquel 
Navarro's sculpture has gone, has re- 
turned, to the origins. Son of a rural coun- 
try, prirnitive and abolished, brought up 
close to a fertile land watered by a 
thousand irrigation canals, Miquel Nava- 
rro, now that this landscape no longer 
exists, tries to reconstruct a few civilised 
fragrnents of it. For this reason, he pays 
hornage to water and sets towering foun- 
tains in places or squares where the only 
sound before he arrived was the city 
noises, the suprernacy of the rnachine, the 
brute song of this age. 
So if ever the irnaginary reader who 
reads me decides to visit the Parj Va- 
lencia, on arrival at the city of Valencia 
-few ancient stones, a built-up river, 
a labyrinth of drearns, a farrnland 
destroyed and srnells of dying earth- on 
his way south he will find, unexpededly, a 
happy poern like a vertical river, like an 
irrigation canal raised in hornage to wat- 
er, the elernent which in ancient times 
rnade this urban nightrnare into a rnythical 
garden. It is, of course, the sculpture in 
which Miquel Navarro, the best repre- 
sentative of. the Valencian artistic avant- 
garde, has brought together the rnodern 
city and the rural tradition of his 
birthplace. That is to say, of his penonal 
biography, of hirnself and of othen who 
live in this country. This is a presence that, 
in a few years, has becorne the rnost crea- 
tive emblern of the Valencia of today, of 
postmodernity itself. • 
